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One 


Author's Notes: 
This is kind of sick. | won\'t tell what all's in it, because that\'s boring. But be warned it\'s kind of sick, and it 


may or may not be your kind of sick. ;) 


He's got a temper on him, Mike. Might not look like it from the outside, might not guess it from his usual 
interactions, self-effacing, bad jokes that tend to fall flat. But then snap! And something is broken, some glass 
is shattering somewhere. Maybe he just likes to hear the glass shatter glass shatter glass shatter. And then 
again, maybe he's picturing it shattering against your skull, you can't quite be sure. 


He sits in the corner, staring at you. Who would've thought he'd be such a tough nut to crack? Jesus. A little 
duct tape to the wrists, you left them in front for comforts sake and so you didn't have to help him pee. 


Such a handsome guy. He really was always the beautiful one. You pause to admire his sharp cheekbones and 
beautiful icy-blue eyes. If he wasn't such a dork, he could pull it off better. You taunt him a little, smiling at 
the hate in his eyes. "C'mon, Mikey, what's wrong? Don't worry, the hair on your pretty arms'll grow back 
eventually." 


You didn't gag him. Hearing him scream and plead was far too satisfying. 


"What, I'm getting the silent treatment now? You know | can make you talk if | really want to" You crouch in 
front of him and run a finger down his chest, contemplate taking his shirt off. "You know | can make you cry 


like a little baby if | really want to." 

Mike's eyes narrow. "That is fucking sick" 

You widen your eyes innocently. "I didn't say | wanted to. Just that | could. If, you know, | wanted to." 
He rolls his eyes. "What is this all about, Tré? IHs getting old really fucking fast." 


Your hand across his face is unexpected, you can tell. And your heart swells with joy as you see his head snap 
to the side, his eyes wide with surprise and pain. The sound, a satisfying crack, echoes in the unfurnished 
room. "Pretty tough words for a guy that was screaming and crying an hour ago. And don't fucking roll your 
eyes at me. You know what this is about” 


Mike's breathing hard now, probably trying to calm himself down. "But it doesn't make any sense, Tré. You 
never cared before.." Another blow, and this time you don't bother using an open hand. His nose starts to 


trickle blood. 


"What | felt before is irrelevant," you sneer. "| never saw you together like that before, | never saw you 
fucking him in the ass before. In the studio, you sick bastard. Did you think | wouldn't find you? | think you 
wanted me to find you, wanted me to see you with him." Your heart is beating hard, and tears spring to your 
eyes. "Now look what you've done to me! You're making me fucking cry, how is that fair?" You drop your voice 


low, down to a vicious growl. "You're the one fucking tied up, you're the one who should be crying.’ 


Mike tries, as if it was possible, to push himself further away from you, planting his bound feet and pressing 
his back hard into the corner. "Tré, man, its been a long time. | didn't know..! had no idea you still felt so 


strongly. l..l'm sorry you had to see that, that's not fair. I'm so sorry, l... 


His fear looks disgusting to you, looks all black and green and twisted in your mind, your anger a throbbing red 
casting its glow over top. "Now you're afraid of me? Maybe you should have thought of that before you 
dumped me, huh?" 


You settle down on your knees in front of him, a sudden calm settling over you. You want to soothe him, make 
him feel good, calm him down. You reach out to touch his cheek, blink back tears as he flinches away. "You 


know I'd never hurt you, baby," you whisper, your voice cracking. "Not really. You know that, right?" 


He won't answer, he just wants to sit there bleeding at you, as if it's your fault. As if he didn't make you hit 
him. As if this whole fucking situation isn't of his own creation, starting from the moment he left you for 


Billie, left you crying your eyes out in a hotel room. And here you are, crying again over him and yet still, 


through all your pain, trying to reach out to him, trying to make him feel better, somehow heal all of this. 
Somehow make it all better, make yourself feel better, too. 


Nothing wrong with that, right? He'll feel better, you'll feel better, and in some small way, the world will be a 
better place. Nothing wrong with any of that, but he insists on acting like there is something wrong with it, 
something wrong with you. The red mist begins to settle over your mind again. But you can't let him know how 


angry you are, need to make him feel safe and loved. 


"Shh, c'mon Mikey, c'mon baby, you need to let me touch you. | can make this all better," you smile through 
your tears, easily slipping back into the role of loving boyfriend, lowering your hand so that he won't feel 
threatened. "You remember how | used to make you feel, baby. You know | can do it again. C'mon, come here to 
me. You need to do it yourself, it'll be all right" You chuckle inwardly, gleeful at how you're calling him to you 
like a dog. 


Mike sniffs, trying to stop the blood running down his face. He looks confused, and you know you're reeling him 
in. Confused is a step above afraid. "That's right. Come on over here, I'll make it all end right now, we'll both 
feel so much better." 


"Tré?" His voice sounds unnaturally high-pitched, and his face isn't pointed directly toward you. Only his eyes 


meet yours, and behind those eyes, you can see his resolve weakening. 
"What is it, baby?" You keep your voice low and soothing. 


"I just don't understand what's come over you. Is this just about sex?" His brow is furrowed as he tries to 


figure it all out. 


Your fist connects hard with his jaw, sending his head banging back into the wall. "No," you spit, rising to your 
feet, façade dropped. "You stupid fuck." You roar in frustration as you lunge and kick him hard in the thigh, and 
he screams. The sound is music to your ears. "That's what | want, baby. | want to hear you scream. | want to 
hear you moan, | want you to sob and weep and cry like the little pussy you are. What did you think, some 
rice friendly sex was the worst that would happen to you here? You disgust me." Your lip curls in a sneer as 


you turn your back to him and begin to pace. 


‘Ive got it all planned. We'll both feel better, my frustrations will be worked out, and you won't feel guilty 
anymore because you'll have been punished for what you did. The thing that worries me, see, the thing I've 
been trying to figure out, is how to make it last as long as possible. Really, the human body can take only so 
much stress, and if | fuck it up and kill you, you can't scream for me anymore, can you?" You cast a disdainful 


eye at Mike, already sobbing in the corner and you haven't even gotten started yet. 


You hear tires crunch on the gravel outside in the driveway, and pull the curtain shut, your heart racing. It's 
Billie, come to take Mike away from you again, and you're not about to let him, not before you're through with 
him. Your mind races, and you cast about the room, tossing your supplies around, looking for the roll of duct 


tape. Miraculously, you locate it within seconds, and as the doorbell is ringing, you tear off a few inches and 


slam it over Mike's mouth, then wipe your sweaty hands on your trousers and smooth your hair quickly down 


before going to answer the door. You quietly shut the door to Mike's new room behind you. 
Billie looks worried, and kind of embarrassed to be standing on your doorstep looking for his boyfriend. "Hey, 
you haven't seen Mike, have you? We were going to meet for dinner, and he didn't show." He shoves his hands 


in his pockets, brow furrowed. "It's not like him to not at least call" 


"Yeah, that's kind of weird. | haven't seen him all day. Do you suppose he had some kind of family emergency 
or something? Maybe he just hasn't had a chance to call yet” 


"Maybe something like that happened. | don't know, it doesn't really take much time to just call and let me know 
what's going on" Billie chuckles. "I'm sorry, you don't need me to be knocking on your door, talking about my 
domestic crap. Hey, are you feeling all right? You look kind of sweaty.’ 

"Actually, I've been kind of sick. | think I'm running a little fever, nothing to worry about. Listen, | should 
probably lay back down and get some rest, you know? If Mike calls or anything, I'll let you know." Billie nods and 
says his goodbye, and just as you're about to close the door, a loud thumping noise emerges from the 
bedroom down the hall. You try to shut the door quickly, but Billie puts his hand on it. 

"Hey, what's that?" The thumping continues, getting louder and louder. 

"Oh, just the cats. You know they're crazy like that" 


"Tré, that doesn't sound like cats, dude. Are you sure?" And he's standing on your doorstep and he is just not 
leaving. You grind your teeth with frustration, trying not to flare your nostrils. 


"Of course I'm sure, they're my fucking cats." 


"That..but when did you get cats?" Jesus Christ, he is not making this easy, and the thumping is getting louder. 
You should have muffled Mike's ears so he couldn't hear Billie's voice, couldn't get his hopes up about escaping. 


You laugh, and it sounds a bit nervous even to your ears, but you can't help it. "Oh, a few days ago, you know. 
Kind of got tired of just kicking back at home all alone." Billie pushes hard on the door, his eyes widening. 


"Tré, that is not cats. We should really see where that noise is coming from, what if you're not safe here?" He 


continues to push his way in, following the noise down the hall. You clamp a hand down on his shoulder. 
"Billie, don't go down there. It's private, all right? | want you to leave now." 


He looks back at you, confusion all over his face. "What's going on with you, Tré? You're acting really strange." 


You close your eyes and sigh softly, fighting for control. 


"Nothing's wrong with me, okay? It's just..it's embarrassing, and personal, and I'd really rather you just leave 


Billie turns to face you, reaching out with both hands and gripping your arms. He looks concerned. "Tré, it's 
okay. You don't have to tell me if you don't want to, but just.listen, if someone is hurting you, all | want you 


to do is nod, okay? You don't have to say anything.” 


Relief floods over you as you realize you totally have him hooked. You smile and chuckle, casting your eyes 


downward. "No, man, it's not that at all. No one's hurting me, | promise you." 


A smile brightens Billie's face. "Well, okay then, you perverted fuck" He laughs, ruffling your hair. "I'll leave you 


alone. Whoever you've got tied up back there is obviously anxious to see you again" 


You grin widely and usher him out the door, waving and promising to let him know if Mike calls. 


Two 


Author's Notes: 
*grins* Yes, it\'s clichéd 


Mike's heart is pounding from fear and exertion as he listens to Billie's footsteps retreat off the front step. He 
slams his head into the wall in frustration when he hears Billie's engine turn over. Tré's footsteps, moving 
toward him again with certainty, seem to be keeping time with his freaked-out heart. The duct tape over his 
mouth is sweaty and itchy. He'd been swinging his legs to the side, then bringing them against the wall, hard, to 
make as much noise as he could. But the noise didn't help, and now his leg is in agony from the combination of 


Tré's kick and his own pounding. 


His mind races as the doorknob turns slowly, agonizingly slowly. He knows Tré is stretching his anticipation out, 
loving the buildup. The whole situation is so fucked-up that he can't even fathom what to do, how to get help, 
how to talk Tré, whom he thought he'd known like a brother, out of his insane plan 


"So," Tré drawls as he finally strolls into the room. "Your boyfriend just decided to drop in for a visit. Seems 
like you missed a dinner date, you naughty boy." Tré is grinning, his hands clasped behind his back as he 
bounces lightly on the balls of his feet. "You sure are a noisy one. Good thing Billie thinks I'm some kind of 


perverted freak that keeps people tied up for my own pleasure." His grin grows even wider. 


Mike winces as Tré approaches and stretches a hand out to lovingly stroke his cheek. "Ooh, | may have left a 
mark on your pretty face. What a shame." And Tré slaps him so hard his head jerks to the side and tears 
spring to his eyes. "What a shame it isn't darker. We'll have to work on that" Tré uses his other hand this 
time, a backhand much harder than the previous blow, and Mike hazily thinks he feels a molar come loose. Still 


disturbingly calm, Tré leans forward to inspect his handiwork. "Well, it's a start" 


Tré places a thumb on the duct tape over Mike's lips as Mike trembles in anticipation, desperately trying to 
keep his lunch down, knowing he'll just choke if he throws up. Lunch. He'd had a perfectly normal lunch with 
Tré, followed by an innocent invitation to go over to Tré's house and see his new stereo system. That had to 
have been less than six hours ago -- the sun was barely down. The shit that had happened between then and 
now was almost too much for Mike to comprehend. One minute, he was leaning over to check out the 


subwoofer, the next he was flat on his face because Tré had kicked him in the back of the thighs. 


The rape was almost matter-of-fact. Tré had duct-taped his legs and hands, then forced him onto his 
stomach with a few well-placed kicks and instructions. He'd undone Mike's belt and slid his pants down just 
enough for access. Rode him dry, rode him while he screamed. Tré never made a sound, just zipped up his own 
pants when he was done, redressed Mike, and dragged him down the hall to this bedroom, leaving him sobbing 


in the corner. 


Now Tré looks into Mike's eyes thoughtfully. "| need to leave you alone for a while, Mikey, | have some errands 
to run" He smiles, tracing his thumb down to Mike's chin "A few presents to buy for you. But | can't have 
you here making a bunch of noise either." Tré grabs Mike by the hair as he stands up, pulling hard as Mike 
moans and does his best to get to his feet. "Fuck," Tré mutters. "You can't even walk by yourself. How fucking 
useless is that?" He crouches down and pulls Mike's arms over his shoulder, tucking his shoulder into Mike's 
waist. "Look. Now I'm your hero, just like a fireman" He giggles at his own joke, making his way out the door 
and down the hall to the left, Mike slung over his shoulder like so much baggage. Mike knows they're heading 
for the basement door, and starts to twist desperately, swinging his bound hands down hard to hit Tré's lower 


back. 


Tré grunts and wordlessly turns to the side, shoving backward hard to bash Mike's head into the wall. "You 
think you're gonna hit me and get away with it?" Mike can feel blood starting to pool on the crown of his head, 
and tries to shout, but Tré does it again, and this time Mike is certain he feels the drywall dent. His vision 
starts to get hazy around the edges. Tré is breathing hard. "You're making me work too much for this, Mikey. 
That's another thing you're going to regret very soon" 


A few more steps, and they've reached the basement door. Tré reaches forward to open it, shifting Mike 
higher on his shoulder to squeeze through the doorway. Mike hangs limply now, still slightly stunned from the 
hard blows to his head. He bounces as Tré makes his way down the stairs into the dimly lit, unfinished 
basement. "Always meant to turn this into a wine cellar, you know. Oh, well. Nothing valuable down here to 
break now" He comes to a stop and hoists Mike down to the concrete floor. Mike falls hard, hitting his head 
again against the block wall. He cries out weakly, barely able to make himself heard through his taped-closed 
lips. 


"Time to take that off," Tré grins. He reaches out and starts to slowly pull the duct tape from Mike's mouth, 
then rips it off all at once, laughing as Mike cries out. "How's it going down there, Mikey?" He crouches down in 
front of Mike, trailing an index finger over swollen lips. "How's your head?" He winks, and Mike tries desperately 


to focus on his face. 


"Tré, it's enough, this is enough, man. |.please, I'll do whatever you want." Mike can't feel his lips, or Tré's 
finger touching them. He feels sick to his stomach, his head is throbbing and sticky from blood, and his feet 
are starting to go numb in their sneakers. He looks upward, failing to stop a tear trailing down his cheek. 
Please. Tré, | don't know what's wrong, but | love you and | know this is not you, okay? This is not you, and 
you need To just try and calm down" He reaches out his bound hands, and Tré seems confused. "That's it, 
come on. Here, how about just my hands? Just let my hands free. You want me to still be able to play bass, 
right? The circulation's getting cut off 


Tré's eyes narrow, and Mike feels himself losing ground. "Our band, Tré. You love Green Day more than 
anything. | mean, maybe you've just had too much time off. We need to get back in the studio. We can go 
there now, we'll work out some rhythm parts, or just play, or whatever you want to do." Tré stands up and 
unbuckles his belt. Mike swallows hard. "Listen, l.l still hurt some, from before. But | can suck you off" He 
closes his eyes and takes a deep breath, tries to ignore the grinding mass of stressed-out pain his stomach 


has become. "Tré, | know your body better than | know mine. | can make you feel so good, Tré. Come here and 


let me taste you... 


Mike opens his eyes to see Tré standing before him, belt doubled up in one hand. He looks almost cheerful, and 
shakes his head in disbelief. "Mike, it's really unbelievable how stupid you can be sometimes. l'm not getting 
undressed, this belt is for whipping your ass." Tré reaches a toe out to nudge Mike. "I know exactly how to 
hurt you without really damaging you. I've put a lot of thought into it, Mikey. This is only the beginning. And 
you need to be punished for making such a racket when Billie was here, not to mention for hitting me. Then I'll 
go run my errands." The cheerful expression melts from his face in a heartbeat, and his voice drops to a low 


growl. 
"Now turn the fuck over, before | change my mind and smash your fingers instead." 


Almost before Mike can open his mouth to protest, Tré's hand is fisted in his bloody hair. "Save your breath, 
Mike. | am so fucking done listening to your bullshit." Hand still in his hair, Tré forces Mike onto his side as he 
shouts in pain. He brings the belt down hard on the side of Mike's thigh, drawing another cry from Mike's 
abused lips. "Actually, this is perfect. | need to get those pants off anyway.” Tré sets the belt aside and kneels 
behind Mike, reaching over him to undo his pants. Mike sees an opportunity and seizes it, bringing his bound 
arms up and over Tré's head, levering himself up on Tré's neck and headbutting him as hard as he possibly 
can. Mike sees stars and then blackness for a moment before regaining his sight. Tré shouts and tries to pull 


backwards, but the tape holds tight and Mike rolls with him. 


Tré's nose is bleeding profusely, but his fists are free to pound into Mike's kidneys. Mike screams and does the 
only thing he can, which is to headbutt him again before passing out cold, 


When he wakes, he and Tré are still tangled together on the cold, hard floor. Tré's face is a mess of blood, his 
nose swollen and misshapen. Mike growls and levers his legs back, preparing to kick forward as hard as he can, 
when Tré looks at him. The sliver of lucidity Mike sees in Tré's eyes makes him pause. They stare at each 


other for several seconds before Mike speaks. "Tré?" 
"I think my nose is broken, Mike." Tré's voice sounds small, and scared. "Why are we laying here? Did someone, 
like, kidnap us or something? | don't remember." Tears trail down his face, mingling with the blood. He reaches 


out a hand to gingerly touch Mike's head. "Your head, Mike..you're bleeding." He sobs as Mike pulls him close. 


"Shh, it's okay, buddy. | think they're gone now." 


